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THE  ONLY 


;OZYHOLME  HARBOR 


THE  INTIMATE  RECORD 

Written  into  the  log  book  of  every  owner 
who  has  subjected  his  Lincoln  to  the  rigors 
of  cross  country  touring  are  the  outstanding 
facts  of  Lincoln  worth. 

These  intimate,  day  by  day  records  tell  of 
mile  after  mile  taken  without  effort  by  car 
or  driver — of  abundant  reserve  energy  ready 
at  a  touch  for  the  unusual  emergency — of 
notably  competent  service  men  ready  where- 
ever  their  aid  may  be  sought. 
It  is  by  sparing  nothing  that  can  contribute 
to  keeping  the  Lincoln  capable  of  such  sus- 
tained performance  that  the  Ford  organization 
has  made  Lincoln  ownership  a  revelation  even 
to  owners  of  fine  cars. 

Both  in  building  the  car  and  in  providing 
service  attention  for  it,  it  is  understood  that 
what  the  owner  is  entitled  to  have,  not 
what  he  might  be  persuaded  to  accept,  is  to 
be  the  guide. 


mfnk 


LINCOLN  MOTOR  DIVISION 

FORD  MOTOR  COMPANY  OF  CANADA,  Limited 

FORD,  ONTARIO 


The  Berline 


LINCOLN 


Goblin 


GOOD 


MADE 


Goodyear   means  Good  Wear 


Goblin 


EDDYS  MATCHES 

THE  QUALITY  MATCHES  SINCE  1851 

EDDY'S 

SAFETY 

MATCHES 

WJflt 

EDDY'S 

SESQUI 

MATCHES 

THE  E. 

"  Needles  and  Pins, 
Needles  and  Pins  ; 
Unless  I  buy  Eddy's 
My  trouble  begins." 

fi.  EDDY  COMPANY,  1 

HULL,  QUEBEC 

LIMITED 

KOLA 
BRIARS 


"An  old  friend 
from  the  start' 


Over  200  different 
Shapes  and  Sizes 


Price 

Kola  Standard 
or  Kola  Krust 


ONE 
DOLLAR 


are  old  enough  to  speak 
for  themselves. 

Get  one  to-day.  It  will  tell 
you  what  smoke-comfort 
and  smoke-value  mean. 


It's  the  Kola  Process 
that  does  it. 


Shocking  Politeness 

Warden  (to  murderer  in  electric  chair) — Is  there  anything 
you  would  like  to  do  or  say  before  I  press  the  fatal  button? 

Thoughtful  Murderer — Yes,  kind  sir,  I  would  like  to  get  up 
and  give  my  seat  to  a  lady.  — Punch  Bowl. 

G— G— G 

"Father,  did  God  make  me?" 

"Yes,  my  child." 

"And  did  He  make  you,  too?" 

"Yes." 

"Well,  He's  doing  better  work  now,  isn't  He?" 

— Virginia  Reel. 

G— G— G 

The  absent-minded  professor  surveyed  himself  in  the  hair 
brush  instead  of  the  mirror. 

"Gracious,  but  I  need  a  shave,"  he  mused. 

G— G— G 


For  Better  or  Worse 

He:  "Dearie,  I  must  marry  you." 

She:  "Have  you  seen  father?" 

He:  "Sure,  but  I  love  you  just  the  same." 


-Dl 


G— G— G 

She:  "Oh,  Algy,  you  English  are  so  slow." 
He:  "Er — I'm  afraid  I  don't  grasp  you." 
She:  "That's  just  it." 


-Brown  Jug. 


Goblin 


MODNLl  GMT 
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MOONLIGHT  MELLOS,  PATTERSON'S  MARSHMALLOWS  DE  [LUXE,  have 
long  been  acclaimed  by  epicures  as  the  foremost  Marshmallows  of  the  Dominion. 
These  pure  and  creamy,  sugar  dusted  dainties  are  the  choicest  and  most  delectable  of 
summer  sweet-meats.  Remember  MOONLIGHT  MELLOS  when  planning  your 
next  outing.     "They  are  Indispensable." 
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C-G-E  Electric  Fans 

— for   your   home,    your   office,    your  The  C-G-E  trademark  is  your  positive 

club.       With  the  turn   of  an   electric  assurance  that  these  fans  will  work, 

switch,    all    the    breeze    you    want —  year  after  year — silently,  dependably 

when  you  want  it — where  you  want  it.  and    economically. 

For  sale  by  Electrical  Dealers  everywhere. 

Canadian  General  (Electric  Co.,  Limited 

Head  Office:  Sales  Branches  in 

212  King  St.  W.,  Toronto  All    Large    Cities 
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After  Lhe  Russian 


Following  the  advent  and  initial  success  of  the 
Russian,  or  morbid  drama,  it  has  occurred  to  one  of  our 
younger  playwrights  to  wonder  why  Russian  playwrights 
have  a  monopoly  on  the  unfortunate  characters  and 
occurrences  which  constitute  these  p'ays.  Consequently, 
as  a  gesture  of  defiance,  and  to  prove  his  inalienable 
British  right  to  scribble  what  he  likes  and  get  it  into 
print,  he  has  sent  us  the  following  synopsis  for  a  Can- 
adian play,  a  la  Russe: 

CASTE 

Edward  Hicks:  A  carbuncular  ex-convict,  now 
retired  from  active  life. 

Anasthasia  Hicks:      His  cross-eyed  daughter. 

John  McDumm:  An  honest  postman,  unfortunately 
afflicted  with  rickets,  chronic  diphtheria  and  dandruff, 
in  love  with  Anasthasia. 

Sadie  McDumm:      His  widowed  daughter. 

Duchess  Hortense:  The  morganatic  wife  of  King 
Cwyzc  of  Siluria.     In  love  with  John. 

Bombo:  A  one-legged,  half-breed  Chinese-negro 
servant.     In  love  with  the  Duchess. 

"The  Kid" :  A  ten-year-old  deformed  Eskimo.  In 
love  with  nobody. 

Euripides:  A  flea-bitten  dog.  In  love  with  every- 
body. 

ACT  I. 

The  back  kitchen  of  Edward  Hicks'  home.  Sadie 
tells  Bombo  that  the  Duchess  Hortense  is  plotting  with 
Anasthasia  to  kidnap  Euripides.  Bombo  decides  to 
suicide,  but  is  momentarily  deterred  by  the  entrance  of 
John  McDumm,  obviously  in  the  throes  of  delirium 
tremens.  A  terrific  struggle  ensues,  following  which, 
John  staggers  to  the  kitchen  stove  and  pours  into  it  his 
sackful  of  letters.  In  a  moment  the  whole  house  is 
burning  to  beat  the  band.  All  file  out  of  the  kitchen, 
last  of  all  the  Duchess  Hortense.      As  she  reaches  the 


door    she    turns    and    stretching    her    hands    towards    the 
flames  murmurs  three  times:     "Ah,  Life!    Life!    Life!" 

ACT  II. 

The  apartment  of  Anasthasia.  A  murdered  taxi- 
driver  lies  upon  the  divan.  Anasthasia  is  having  tea. 
Enter  Edward. 

Edward:      "Where  is  the  laudanum?" 
Anasthasia:      "In  the  ice-box,  of  course." 
Edward   finds  it  and  swallows  sixteen  grains. 
Edward:      "Ah!" 
Anasthasia:     "Better?" 

Edward    (with  conviction)  :      "Yes,   better." 
While   they    are   conversing,    "The    Kid"    is    seen   to 
enter  and  hide  under  a  rug.      Edward  removes  his  right 
boot  and  sock  and   displays   tattoed  on  the  sole  of  his 
foot  the  insignia  of  the  revolution. 

Anasthasia:  "You've  joined  the  revolution!  What 
will  the  Duchess  think?" 

Edward    (suddenly)  :      "To  hell  with  the  Duchess." 
At    these    words    "The    Kid"    (really    an    American 
secret  service  agent)   blows  a  police  whistle. 

Edward  and  Anasthasia  dash  for  the  door.  She 
pauses  at  the  threshold  and  murmurs  three  times:  "Ah, 
Life!    Life!    Life!" 

ACT  III. 

A  lonely  street.  Sadie  McDumm  is  discovered  sharp- 
ening a  carving  knife  and  conversing  with  the  Duchess 
Hortense.  Without  other  preparation  she  cuts  the 
latter's  throat.  Edward,  Anasthasia  and  John  enter  and 
at  sight  of  the  dead  Duchess  all  produce  knives  and  kill 
themselves.      Enter   Bombo. 

Bombo:      "Is  all  well?" 

Sadie:  "The  cause  of  the  monarchy  is  saved.  Come 
to  me,  my  love!" 

They  embrace. 

Euripides  (suddenly  endowed  with  speech)  :  "Ah, 
Life!    Life!     Life!" 


Mother  Goose  Becomes  a  Police  Court  Reporter 


EXPENSIVE  BACON 

BY  BAD  BOY  TAKEN 
Bigamist  Found — Mind  Not  Sound — 
Cat  Nearly  Drowned 
One  of  the  most  flagrant  cases  of 
complicity  in  crime  was  unfolded  in 
the  Murphy  Street  Police  Court  to- 
day, when  John  Brown,  a  local  piper, 
and  his  son,  Tom,  were  arraigned  on 
charge  of  theft  of  a  pig  from  the  local 
abattoir. 

Bringing  Home  the  Bacon 
An  eye-witness  declared  that  he  saw 

Tom,  the  piper's  son,  take  the  pig. 
"He    stole    the    pig    and    away    he 

run!"  declared  the  witness,  graphically 

if  ungrammatically. 

"What  did  you  do  when  your  son 

arrived     home?"      asked      Magistrate 

Murphy. 

"I  beat  him,"  said  Brown. 
"What  did  you  do  with  the  pig?" 
"I  ate  it,"   prisoner  admitted. 


The  Sheik  Out-Sheiked 
A  brow-beaten  little  man  who  re- 
fused to  give  his  name  appeared  in  the 
dock  this  morning  on  a  charge  of 
bigamy.  Plainclothesman  Higgins 
told  how  he  was  on  his  way  to  St. 
Ives  when  he  met  the  prisoner  coming 
the  opposite  way  with  his  seven  alleged 
wives.  They  had  with  them  a  large 
travelling  cat  show.  The  S.P.CA. 
have  taken  charge  of  the  feline  men- 
agerie. Alienists  are  examining  the 
prisoner. 


Fisher  in  Police  Net 
Two  weeks  imprisonment  was  the 
sentence  meted  out  to  Thomas  Tittle- 
mouse,  known  to  his  friends  as 
"Tommy,"  when  he  pleaded  guilty  to 
several  charges  of  fishing  in  private 
reserves. 


5.  P.O.  A.  Again 
The  Society   for  the   Prevention  of 
Cruelty  to  Animals  appeared  again  in 
court  this    morning    to   lay  a    charge 


against  one,  Thomas  Thin,  who  is 
alleged  to  have  thrown  a  cat  into  a 
well  with  intent  to  drown.  A  witness, 
John  Stout,  described  his  heroic  rescue 
of  his  dumb  friend.  On  account  of  his 
extreme  youth,  Thin  was  allowed  to 
go  with  a  warning. 


FLAGS  UNFURLED,  SNARE 
DRUMS  BEAT— CITY 
SHAKES  WITH 
MARCHING  FEET 
Crowds  Line  the  Roads  and  Fill  Parks 
as  Local  Regiments,   Under  Duke 
of  York  Hold  Monster  Parade 
"Tramp,     tramp,     tramp!"        Ten 
thousand  tramps!    Under  the  Duke  of 
York   the   local    garrison,   totalling   ten 
thousand     sturdy     warriors,     marched 
solemnly  to  church  yesterday.      After 
divine    service    the    regiments    marched 
up   the    hill    and    back     again.        The 
weather  was  fine  and  many  thoi.  ands 
witnessed  the  martial  spectacle. 


SAD   TALE  OF   WOE 
Old  Lad;   and  Brute  Companion 

Starve 
While  merry  children  played  in  the 
sun  on  Chestnut  Street  and  men  in 
flannels  played  golf  on  the  municipal 
links,  while  fine  ladies  rode  in  their 
limousines  through  the  town,  a  sad 
drama  was  being  enacted  in  a  little 
home  on  Blanken  St.  Mrs.  Hubbard, 
whose  children  have  deserted  her,  lives 
there  with  her  lone  comrade,  a  dog. 
Yesterday  she  reported  the  loss  of  a 
bone  which  she  had  long  treasured. 
The  bone  is  thought  to  have  been 
stolen  by  an  American  collector  under 
the  impression  that  it  is  the  wishbone  of 
the  late   Princess   Pocahontas. 

G— G— G 

Captain:  Ahoy  there,  let  go  the 
anchor. 

Sailor  (near  the  anchor) :  I  ain't 
touched  it  yet. 


Aunt  Jane:  "Didn't  your  father  know  I  was  coming,  Bobbie?" 
Bobbie:  "No  Ma'am.      Mother  kept  it  from  him." 


And   With  the   Dawn — 
Worse 

He  borrows  your  racquet  for  tennis 
Your  flask,  your  goloshes  and  glue, 
Without  rhyme  or  reason  or  warning 
Your  books,   bones  or  bubbling  home 

brew. 
He  borrows  your  racquet  for  tennis 
And  anything  else  you  will  let  him 
Is    there   need    to    speak   more   of   this 

menace? 
You've  met  him. 

He  yarns  of  heroic  adventures. 
Celebrities  known  by  first  name, 
Of   fortunes  cleaned  up  in  debentures 
And  lost — in  a  turn  of  the  game. 
He  tells  of  the  crowds  who  adore  him, 
The  myriad  maidens  who  pet  him.  . 
Is  there  need  to  ask  why  I  abhor  him? 
You've  met  him. 

He  howls  at  all  modern  creation 

And  cries  for  the  days  that  are  past. 

He  sees  nought  but  death  and  damna- 
tion 

For  humankind,  trav'ling  too  fast. 

He's  a  pale,  prehistoric  apostle, 

An  air-plane  in  sight  will  upset  him .  . 

Is  there  need  to  speak  more  of  this 
fossil? 

You've  met  him. 

Though  mad     these  monstrosities 

make  you, 
Consider  the  prospect  tomorrow, 
For  this  one  at  dawn  will  awake  you 
Your  new-model  airship  to  borrow. 
Still  others  will  boast  of  Mah  Jonging, 
Of  Chinese  who  failed  to  defeat  them ; 
Some    for    present-day    pests    will    be 

longing — 
You'll   meet  them. 

G— G— G 

Look  Before  You  Leap  —  "And 
would  you  love  me  as  much  if  father 
lost  all  his  money?" 

"Has  he?" 

"Why,  no." 

"Of  course  I   would,   darling." 


The  Long-Anticipated   Holiday  Arrives 


Contemporaries  Criticized 

Saturday  Evening  Post:  The  multi- 
millionaire tells  a  few  anecdotes  at 
his  own  dinner  table. 

Physical  Culture:  An  uplift  meeting 
in  a  penny  arcade. 

Vanity  Fair:  An  immaculate  gentle- 
man in  a  golf  suit  introducing  John 
Barrymore  to  Mr.  Babbitt  at  the 
corner  of  Broadway  and  42nd  St. 

Life:  A  gentleman  in  evening  clothes 
exchanging  bon  mots  with  a  middle- 
aged  Gibson  girl. 

Smart  Set:  A  papier  mache  dragon. 

Snappy  Stories:  The  hosiery  sales- 
man's lunch  hour. 

MacLeans:      Native  wine. 

Judge:  The  dance  given  for  the 
younger  set  at  the  smart  country 
club. 

The  Canadian  Magazine:     An  inter- 
esting  afternoon   tea   at  the   vicar's. 
Town   Topics:     The  French  maid  at 

the   key-hole. 
The  Dial:    Chianti  with  Amy  Lowell. 


Ballad  Disappointing 

Upon  the  shores  of  Ispahan, 

As  the  night  was  turning  colder, 
I  met  a  tattooed  sailorman, 

With  a  parrot  on  his  shoulder. 

There  was  a  tavern  by  the  sea 
With  a  blind  old  fiddler  too; 

The  sailorman  went  in  with  me 
And  we  sipped  a  potent  brew. 

We  took  our  pipes  into  our  ha'ids 

Before  the  blazing  log. 
"O  spin  me  a  yarn  of  foreign  lands!" 

Said  I  to  the  old  sea  dog. 

0  hark  to  the  sad  denouement, 
To  which   I   now  must  come! 

And    pray   withhold   the   bitter   taunt. 
That  sailorman  was  dumb! 

So  that  is  why  I  wander  here, 
Alone  and  most  uncomforted, 

1  missed  a  ballad  and  I  fear 

I  can't  repeat  what  the  parrot  said! 


The  fat  one:   "Great  stuff,  this." 

The  thin  one:    "Yes!      Makes  one  feel  like  a  real  man." 
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"I  am  sure  I  did  my  best,"  de- 
clared Mrs.  Prupper,  solemnly,  "no 
wife  could  have  done  more  to  make 
her  husband)  happy.  And  yet  it 
seemed  as  if  the  more  I  anticipated 
his  desires,  the  more  dissatisfied  he  got. 

"On  the  third  Sunday  in  April, 
1907,  my  husband  won  the  state 
amateur  fishing  championship,  and 
ever  since  he  has  insisted  on  spending 
the  anniversary  of  that  day  at  Duck 
River. 

"I  have  explained  to  him  for  many 
years  that  this  is  a  pernicious  habit 
which  he  should  have  outgrown  by 
this  time,  but  he  is  by  nature  rather 
stubborn.  He  thinks  he  enjoys  these 
fishing  excursions,  but  I  know  he  does 
not.  He  gets  cold,  and  wet;  he  for- 
gets to  eat  his  lunch.  He  meets  other 
fishermen  who  hold  extreme  views  on 
fishing  tackle,  with  which  George  dis- 
agrees. This  leads  to  arguments,  and 
a  great  deal  of  time  is  wasted  in  the 
following  weeks,  looking  up  the  opin- 
ions of  experts.  Sometimes  these  cas- 
ual fishing  acquaintances  even  come  to 
our  house  to  settle  a  moot  point,  and 
George  pretends  to  be  glad  to  see  them. 

"George  cannot  catch  fish  any 
more.  Even  he  admits  that  nearly  all 
the  big  fellows  he  hooks  get  away.  He 
tries  not  to  be  sad  over  this,  and  suc- 
ceeds in  fooling  everybody — except 
me. 

"Early  in  April,  George  came  down 
from  the  attic  three  steps  at  a  time. 
Really,  I  thought  he  had  seen  a  mouse. 

'  'Priscilla,  what  the  devil  have 
you  done  with  my  fishing  tackle?'  he 
shouted!    Yes  sir,   fairly  shouted. 

'Why  George,'  I  said,  in  my  most 
caressing  tones,  'I've  done  you  a  great 
favor!  Knowing  what  a  time  you  have 
every  year  untangling  those  terrible 
lines,  and  what  an  awful  mess  you  get 
into  oiling  the  thingumbobs  and  clean- 
ing the  brass  jiggers,  I  had  the  whole 


Fishing  by  Proxy 

By  P.  W.  Luce 

thing  sent  to  the  gunsmith's  for  profes- 
sional attention.  Wasn't  that  real  nice 
of  me?' 

"Would  you  believe  it,  he  acted 
something  awful!  Really,  he  could 
not  have  been  more  odious  if  I  had  de- 
prived him  of  a  pleasure  instead  of 
saving  him  a  messy  evening  in  the  kit- 
chen! 

"Until  he  met  her  in  the  hall  on 
Saturday  evening,  George  did  not 
know  I  had  invited  his  rich  Aunt  Prun- 
ella over  for  the  week-end.  When  he 
got  me  alone  later  he  barked — yes,  sir, 
fairly  barked: 

"  'Priscilla,  why,  in  heaven's  name 
did  you  invite  that  old  Puritan  here  for 
the  one  day  in  the  year  when  you  know 
very  well  I  want  to  go  fishing?  If  I 
go  out  for  pleasure  on  a  Sunday,  she'll 
surely  cut  me  out  of  her  will.' 

'Don't  worry,  George,'  I  said, 
with  a  reassuring  smile.  'You  won't 
lose  anything  by  not  going  fishing  to- 
morrow. I  have  arranged  a  pleas- 
ant surprise  for  you.' 

"I  think  George  could  not  have  been 
feeling  well  the  next  day.  He  seemed 
to  mope  around  the  house,  and  paid 
very  little  attention  when  I  talked  to 
him,  unless  I  raised  my  voice.  Quite 
likely  something  he  had  for  breakfast 
had  disagreed  with  him. 

"The  pleasant  surprise  I  had  pre- 
pared for  George  came  at  half  past 
nine.  Aunt  Prunella  had  retired  when 
the  door  bell  rang. 

"When  I  came  into  the  sitting  room 
George  looked  up  in  surprise  and 
said: 

'  'What's      the    idea?    Why      my 
creel?      Why  my  fishing  rod?' 

"I  opened  the  basket  and  showed 
him  five  small  fishes. 

That  is  what  you  would  have 
caught  had  you  gone  out  to  Duck 
River  'to-day,'  I  explained,  smihng 
sweetly.  'I  arranged  everything  so  that 


you  could  get  them  without  the  slight- 
est inconvenience.' 

"George  tried  to  thank  me,  but  the 
words  seemed  to  stick  in  his  throat.  He 
picked  up  the  five  fishes  and  held 
them  in  his  hand. 

'I  engaged  an  experienced  fisher- 
man,' I  continued  explaining,  'gave  him 
your  fishing  tackle,  fixed  him  up  the 
kind  of  lunch  you  like,  and  sent  him 
out  to  your  favorite  spot,  with  instruc- 
tions to  bring  me  a  detailed  memoran- 
dum of  everything  that  happened.  Here 
it  is,  neatly  typewritten : 

'  'Reached  Duck  River,  8:15  a.m. 
Cloudy,  slight  westerly  wind.  Had 
first  nibble  at  9:45.  Second  nibble  at 
10:20.  Third  nibble  at  10:25. 
Caught  fish  marked  "A"  at  10:45. 
Hooked  big  fish  which  got  away  at 
11:15;  probably  biggest  fish  to  get 
away  from  a  company  of  seven 
anglers  that  day.  Got  left  foot  wet .  . ' 

"At  this  stage  I  looked  up  and  was 
amazed  at  the  look  on  my  husband's 
face.  Actually,  he  appeared  to  be 
positively  ferocious! 

'Why,  George!'  I  said,  'surley 
you  don't  mean  to  say  you're  not  get- 
ting all  kinds  of  vicarious  pleasure  out 
of  this  fishing  by  proxy !  I  have  thought 
of  a  number  of  other  ways  in  wh»ch 
I  can  add  materially  to  the  joys  of 
your  existence .  . ' 

"At  that  moment  George  threw  the 
handful  of  fish  at  me,  and  I  am  sorry 
to  say,  he  used  to  be  a  baseball  pit- 
cher!" 

Mrs.  Prupper  dabbed  at  her  eyes 
with  a  filmy  bit  of  handkerchief,  con- 
trolled herself  by  a  mighty  effort,  and 
prepared  to  go  on  with  her  testimony. 

But  the  judge  raised  his  hand. 

"Enough!  Enough,  Madam,"  he 
said.  "I  am  quite  convinced  this  is 
a  case  for  speedy  action.  I  have  there- 
fore much  pleasure  in  granting  your 
demand  for  a  divorce — with  congrat- 
ulations for  the  defendant!' 
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Night 


Night, 

Palpitant,  erotic 

And  tremulous  with  light, 

Rustles  her  silken  drapery 

In  the  elms. 

Beneath,  in  wild,  exotic, 

Strange,  chaotic, 

Convolutions, 

Beings,  with  awful  apeery 

Of  man, 

Crawl 

In  a  pool  of  moon-spilled  silver, 

White  on  the  grass. 


Silence  on  all ; 

Each  twisted  form  waits,   still 

Comes  one  white  arm, 

Slow  rising  up — to  kill? 

— Some  sacrificing  priestess, 

Of  the  weird  moonbeams?.  .  . 

Will   it   never   fall! — 

That  fateful,  naked  arm, 

Night, 

Wondering,  anxious, 

Holds  as  hushed  as  Heaven .  . 

Down  swings  the  arm. 


J! 


<3=^2 


at  the  call 


He  rolled  a  seven. 


-Ron  Everson. 


G— G— G 


The  Lyric  Lover 

Amaryllis,  when  we  loved,  aforetime, 
I  said  my  heart  was  like  a  flag  in  wartime. 
I  wooed  you,  maid,  with  many  a  burning  saphic. 
My  similes  were  nothing  if  not  graphic. 

Now  that  we've  parted — Ah,  the  sad  occasion! 
Permit  me,  pray,  one  lyric  observation: 
My  heart  is  dismal  as  the  gas  works'  smell  or 
A  gaunt,  cool  furnace  in  a  summer  cellar. 


The    Old-Fashioned    Stage    Coach 


The  Bright  Boy  Makes  a  Birdie 


The  Bright  Boy  was  attending  a  lacrosse  game. 
Presently  one  of  the  players  made  a  bad  pass.  The 
ball  flew  into  a  neighboring  tree  and  stayed  there.  It 
was  discovered  to  have  lodged  in  a  bird's  nest. 

The  crowd  were  disgusted  with  the  player  responsible. 


"What  sort  of  a  play  does  he  think  that  is?"  asked 
one  man  just  back  of  the  Bright  Boy. 

The  Bright  Boy  turned  and  gave  the  gentleman  his 
brightest  smile. 

"Oh,"  he  said,   "that's  the  Crow's  Nest   Pass." 


The  Wedding  Guest 
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It  had  been  a  wet  day — followed 
by  a  wet  night.  Of  course,  in  the 
afternoon  there  had  been  the  wedding, 
and  you  know  how  it  is  at  a  wedding. 
One  can't  be  superior  or  stand-offish; 
one  must  join  in  the  general  spirit  of 
conviviality.  At  any  rate,  what  with 
one  thing  and  another,  and  then  an- 
other, and  another,  by  six  o'clock 
things  were  going  swimmingly  for  the 
Wedding  Guest. 

"Goo'  bye,"  he  said  earnestly  to 
his  friend's  new  father-in-law,  "an' 
again  I  wish  you  many  hap'  returns  of 
day." 

That  was  not  the  right  thing  to  say ; 
he  realized  it  immediately  it  was  done. 
However,  perhaps  it  would  get  by.  He 
waved  majestically  to  the  remainder  of 
the  assembled  but  vague  multitude  and 
flowed  gently  out  the   front  door. 

Where  the  Wedding  Guest  dined 
is  a  matter  of  conjecture.  It  has  puz- 
zled even  himself.  Perhaps  it  was  with 
the  Trusted  Companion  who  accom- 
panied him  to  the  evening  party.  At 
any  rate,  the  next  light  is  thrown  on 
proceedings  when  the  Wedding  Guest 
telephoned   a    Merchant. 

"Jim  (said  the  Wedding  Guest  to 
the  Merchant)   two  of  the  haggis." 

And,  presently,  sure  enough,  the 
haggis  arrived,  all  done  up  in  its 
Quebec  Commission  wrappings. 

The  Trusted  Companion  displayed 
avidity.  So  did  the  Wedding  Guest. 
The  haggis  flowed  and  flowed. 

"Now,"  said  the  Trusted  Compan- 
ion, finally,  "we  go  to  the'  party." 

"Sure,"  agreed  the  Wedding  Guest, 
"le's   walk." 

As  has  been  noted,  it  was  a  wet 
night.  The  gutters  were  flowing,  and 
particularly  so  in  front  of  the  Fish- 
monger's. 

The  Fishmonger's  window  was 
lighted  and  in  it  on  the  porcelain  lay 
one   lone   but  very   large   fish. 

The  Wedding  Guest  saw  it  first. 


"Fish,"  he  announced,  triumphantly. 

"Lonely,"  added  the  Trusted  Com- 
panion. 

"Poor  fish,"  said  the  Wedding 
Guest,  sympathetically.  "Ought  to  be 
out  in  th'  great  open  wat'ry  spaces 
....  swim." 

It  was  but  the  work  of  a  moment  to 
force  the  Fishmonger's  door. 

"Poor  li'l  fish,"  murmured  the 
Wedding  Guest,  as  the  Trusted  Com- 
panion   laid    it    in   the    gutter,    "swim 


away 


I" 


Then  the  Policeman,  unexpectedly. 
He  said  the  usual  things. 

"Wedding,"  said  the  Wedding 
Guest,   explanatorily. 

"Quite,"  added  the  Trusted  Com- 
panion, "two  weddings." 


"Put  it  back,"  ordered  the  Police- 
man, threateningly. 

The  fish  went  back  in  the  window. 
"Now,  come  on  to  the  station,"  said 
the  Policeman. 

Argument  ensued,  excellent  argu- 
ment. The  Policeman  was  obviously 
weakening.  "It  does  seem  a  pity,"  he 
admitted. 

The  Wedding  Guest  was  ready  to 
clinch  his  argument. 

"Look  at  Manitoba,"  he  declaimed. 

"All  right,"  agreed  the  Policeman, 
turning  west,  "I  will." 

The  Wedding  Guest  and  the  Trust- 
ed Companion  left. 

At  the  corner  they  turned.  The 
Policeman  was  still  looking  at 
Manitoba. 


Excited  Second:   "Go  on,  Joe — put  'im  to  sleep!" 
Voice  from  the  Crowd:   "Don't  worry!      'E's  just  telling 
'im  'is  bedtime  story." 
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On  The  Front  Verandah 

The   Rocking-chair  Brigade   at  Kozyholme   Harbor 


".  .don't  know  how  I  came  to  wake 
up.  Anyway  there  I  was  and  then  I 
heard  this  noise  in  the  hall  so  I  went 
over  and  looked  out.  Well,  I  was 
never  more  surprised  in  my  life.  You 
could  have  knocked  me  down  with  a 
feather.  You  know  her  room  is  right 
across  the  hall  and  there  she  was, 
standing  with  one  hand  on  the  door 
knob  and  he  was  holding  the  other, 
and  while  I  looked  he  leaned  over  and 
kissed  her.  Such  goings-on!  It  must 
have  been  half-past  two  if  it  was  a 
minute.  Where  they'd  been  till  that 
hour  I  can't  imagine.  As  I  have 
always  said  to  Henry — " 

" .  .  never  seen  such  an  impertin- 
ent youngun  in  all  my  born  days.  Why 
people  can't  bring  their  children  up 
with  a  little  respect  for  their  elders  I 
don't  know.  Here  he  was  right  under 
my  feet  on  the  verandah  cluttering  the 
place  all  up  with  sand  and  pebbles  so 
I  said,  'Here,  you  young  imp,  clear  tlr.s 
all  up  and  get  out  now.'  Well,  he 
looks  up  at  me  and  he  says,  'Aw  shut 
yer  face,  you  ole  skate.'  I  was  that 
astounded  I  just  gasped.  But  just 
wait  till  I  see  his  mother.  I'm  cer- 
tainly, going  to  give  her  a  piece  of  my 
mind  if  it's  the  last  thing — " 

" .  .  finally  brought  me  about  enough 
to  cover  the  top  of  a  five  cent  piece. 
Well  I  just  took  a  look  at  it,  and  then 
I  said,  'Mary,  here  I've  been  waiting 
half  an  hour  and  now  you  bring  me 
{hat.  What  do  you  mean  by  it?' 
Well,  she  starter  to  stammer,  so  I  said: 
'Well  I  expect  it  isn't  your  fault  but  I 
may  say  that  I  am  not  accustomed  to 
such  poor  service  or  to  such  measly 
little  portions  either.  I  am  certainly 
going  to  tell  the  manager  what  I  think 
of  the  way  things  are  being  run 
around  here!'  Well,  do  you  know, 
ever  since  then  you'd  think  I  was  the 
Queen  of  England  the  way  they 
fuss — " 


".  .An'  he  said,  'who  th' 


city   in   this 


weather    for 


suggested    coming    to   this   place,    any-         you    or    anybody    else,    an'    she    said: 
way?  '  An'  she  said,  'Well,  if  you're         'Henry!';    an'    he    said:    'You    know 

well,  enough,  I  never  wanted  to  come 

to  this place  and  that  I'm 

sorry  I  gave  in  to  you  and 

did   come ;    but   we're    here    now,    and 
I'm  a if  we  move 


going  to  talk  that  way,  I,  for  one,  am 
certainly  not  going  to  stay  another 
minute.'   An'  he  said:   'Well,   if  you 

don't,  I'd  like  to  know  what  the  

you  think  you're  going  to  do,  because 
I'm  not  going  back  to  the 


until  my  holidays  are  over . 

(r 


r    /  WQ&i 


Elizabeth  (on  her  honeymoon)  "George,  you  haven't  kissed 
me  once  since  you  began  to  work  on  that  car." 


"My  dear,   you   surely  haven't   spent   all   the  afternoon  at  the  Scandell's?" 
"Yes,  Auntie.      They  said  such  things  about  everyone  who  left  that   I   didn't  dare  come 
away." 


Anthology  of  the  Rear  Platform  of  an  Observation  Car 


rJ~> HE  Handkerchief  Waver:  Anything  from  a  water 

tower  to  a  scare-crow  is  enough  to  start  this  woomph 

operating.     Cows  and  pigs  are  not  immune.  His  coloured 

handkerchiefs  have  balled  up  the  signal  system  all  along 

the  route. 

The  Time  Table  Bug:  This  insect  keeps  spread  out 
on  his  knee  the  time  table  of  the  road  he  is  travelling  on. 
In  his  coat  pocket  is  the  time  table  of  the  rival  road  he 
might  have  patronized.  From  his  hip  protrudes  the 
time  table  he  used  on  this  trip  seven  years  ago.  He  can 
and  does  tell  you  at  precisely  what  hour  of  the  night  the 
train  passes  through  Sappville,  Mud  Valley  or  Hixton. 
If  the  train  is  three  minutes  late  he  takes  it  as  a  personal 
insult. 

The  Indefatigable  Purchaser:  She  buys  everything 
the  newsdealer  offers.  She  has  green  goggles  on  her 
eyes,  souvenirs  in  her  lap,  post  cards  in  her  hands,  orange 
peels  on  the  floor  and  a  bad  quarter  in  her  purse. 


The  Gossip:  She  knows  which  couples  are  on  their 
honeymoon, — and  which  ones  wish  they  were.  She 
happened  to  see  the  young  man  on  the  left  holding  hands 
with  the  handsome  grass  widow,  and  she  knows  what 
he  meant  when  he  said  he  hoped  there  would  be  some 
tunnels. 

The  Nervous  One:  She  is  afraid  the  engineer  has 
been  drinking.  He  may  not  be  able  to  steer  the  train 
properly.  The  train  may  be  struck  by  lightning.  What 
did  the  porter  mean  when  he  said,  "I'll  fix  you  up  in  a 
minute?" 

The  Old  Timer:  He  remembers  the  days  when 
Hankville  was  called  Hunkville.  There  used  to  be 
nothing  but  a  farm  at  Waresit.  Now  there  is  another 
farm  and  a  water  tower  as  well.  "Times  do  change," 
observes  this  Methuselah.  The  times  may,  but  his  line 
never  does. 

(Continued  on  Page  33) 
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•2Dfje  Coming  Jfflagnatea 


It  will  be  remembered  by  those  who,  not  too  long 
ago,  graduated  from  knickerbockers,  slate  pencils,  and 
the  wholesome  fear  of  a  small  black  strap,  that  the 
Public  School  Geography,  in  discussing  any  one  section 
of  country,  used  to  outline  the  occupations  of  the  inhabi- 
tants, as,  for  instance,  "dairying,  cattle-raising  and  agri- 
culture." At  the  present  time,  if  a  new  Public  School 
Geography  were  to  be  written,  and  were  to  be  perfectly 
truthful  it  wou'd  probably  itemize  the  occupations  of 
the  inhabitants  of  the  American  Atlantic  sea-board  as 
"manufacturing,    truck-farming   and    liquor-smuggling." 

Should  Prohibition  in  the  United  States  continue 
much  longer,  one  fact  which  can  be  definitely  predicted  is 
that,  fifty  years  from  now,  there  will  be  many  fortunes 
in  the  Atlantic  States  dating  from  and  directly  due  to 
the  Prohibition  era.  Prohibition  has  provided  an  un- 
paralleled opportunity  for  exorbitant  profits.  Working 
in  comparative  safety,  large  scale  operators  can  sell  liquor 
in  the  United  States  for  at  least  three  times  its  whole- 
sale cost  to  them.  It  is  said  that  a  single  ship-owner  has 
cleared  as  much  as  $100,000  as  a  result  of  a  single 
cruise  from  G'asgow  to  Long  Island,  and  that  would 
be  merely  a  fraction  of  the  gross  profits  accruing  from 
the  voyage.     The  Americans  are  displaying  eagerness  to 


pay  outside  prices  for  liquor,  providing  they  know  it  to  be 
of  the  genuine  imported  variety,  and  they  are  buying 
lavishly  in  the  fear  that  more  stringent  enforcement  of  the 
Volstead  Act  will  make  it  impossible  to  obtain. 

What  the  final  outcome  of  the  situation  will  be  one 
cannot  tell.  To  those  individual  States  in  the  Union 
which  had  prohibition  laws  prior  to  the  passage  of  the 
Volstead  Act,  nat'onal  prohibition  can  have  made  little 
difference.  In  every  other  State,  and  especially  in  those 
States  bordering  on  the  Atlantic,  Prohibition  has  not  only 
been  a  failure,  but  is  becoming  a  positive  menace  insofar 
as  it  is  putting  into  the  hands  of  the  smuggl^-kings 
enormous  amounts  of  money.  It  seems  altogether  prob- 
able that  if  prohibition  in  the  United  States  endures  ten 
years  longer,  it  wi'l  last  indefinitely,  for  the  simple 
reason  that  in  ten  years  the  smuggler-kings  will  have 
accumulated  sufficient  money  to  block  any  anti-prohi- 
bition move. 

Meantime  the  Federal  Government  is  spending  millions 
each  year  attempting  to  enforce  Volsteadism. 

If  the  inhabitants  of  Arkansas  and  Maine  take  it  upon 
themselves  to  prevent  their  brother  New  Yorkers  from 
drinking,  they  have  to  pay  for  their  fun,  but  what  makes 
the  New  Yorker  mad  is  that  he  has  to  pay  also. 


dotage  Canabten 

The  writer  knows  approximately  as 
much  about  vivisection  as  he  does  about 
the  political  history  of  Thibet;  how- 
ever, he  is  prejudiced  in  favor  of  it  for 
one  reason.  The  majority  of  the  letters 
written  by  anti-vivisectionists  to  the 
newspapers  seem  to  him  foolish  and 
puerile  in  the  extreme.  In  support  of 
this  statement  the  following  is  reprinted 
from  a  recent  letter  to  the  Editor  of 
the  Toronto  Mail  and  Empire: 

"It  would  seem  that  the  doctors  are 
like  the  alchemists  of  old,  who  were 
always  trying  to  turn  iron  or  some  other 
metal  into  gold.  In  the  Encyclopaedia 
Britannica  we  find:  'Alchemy  was, 
we  may  say,  the  sickly  but  imaginative 
infancy  through  which  modern  chemis- 
try had  to  pass.' 

"It  would  also  seem  that  the  doctors 
are  on  the  run  trying  to  find  animal 
glands  and  juices  to  graft  and  pump 
into  people,  hoping  to  stumble  on  some 
elixir  that  will  make  them  famous. 
Why  not  go  back  to  the  metals?  They 
would  do  less  harm  and  cause  less 
pain." 

G— G— G 

The  open  season  for  summer  love 
affairs  has  begun.  For  some  reason  or 
other  the  atmosphere  of  summer  reduces 
the  youthful  mind  to  a  state  of  sus- 
ceptibility bordering  on  insanity.  At 
any  one  of  half  a  hundred  summer 
resorts  a  young  man  or  maiden  will 
become  enamoured  of  some  young 
maiden  or  man  and  will  spend  a 
summer  full  of  bliss  and  ecstacy  only 
to  discover  in  October  that  in  point  of 
civilized,  citified  fact,  the  recipient 
of  his  or  her  affections  is  not  at  all 
what  she  or  he  seemed  on  a  starlit 
July  evening. 

G— G— G 

Election  promises  (remarked  Ed- 
ward, the  Educated  Bootlegger,  who 
is  a  strong  supporter  of  his  own  politi- 
cal party)  remind  me  of  the  prospecti 
of  second-class  summer  hotels. 


"What  are  you  going  to  do  on  your 
birthday,   Doris?" 

"Oh,  I  don't  know.  Take  a  year  off, 
I  suppose." 


To  a  Modern  Lady 

Dear,   would   your  mother  have   done 
•':f  this, 

Had  she  been  young  today? 
Would  she  have  ever  begun   this, 
Acted  in  quite  the  same  way? 

Sit  with  a  bottle  before  her, 
Cigarette  held  in  her  lips? 
Sweet,  I  know  you  adore  her. 
So  tell  me,  between  gin  sips: 

Would  your  old  mother  e'er  do  so, 
Were  she  your  age  for  a  while? 
Surely  she  would;   I  knew  so, 
If  only  because  it's  the  style. 

— Roger  Irwin. 


Diary  of  an  Underprivileged  Boy  Named  Barney 


Monday — Had  a  terrific  row  with 
Henry,  my  valet.  You  remember  the 
tag  day  and  benefit  Badminton  tourna- 
ment to  provide  proper  methods  of 
supervision  for  children  whose  cases 
had  been  carefully  investigated  by  the 
Co-ordinated  Charities?  Henry  came 
after  that.  The  fool  insisted  on  lay- 
ing out  a  pair  of  trousers  with  only 
one  patch  and  an  almost  clean  shirt  for 
me  to  wear  to  the  Annual  Visit  of 
Poverty  Stricken  Orphans  to  the  Royal 
Museum.  I  had  purposely  saved  a 
pair  with  three  patches,  and  had  sent 
a  shirt  to  the  laundry  to  have  specially 
dirtied  for  the  occasion.  He  washed 
it  when  it  came  back.  He  has  no  sense 
of  what  is  fitting. 

Tuesday — I  am  rather  in  a  quan- 
dary. To-day  I  am  invited  to  the 
ball  game  by  the  Ex-Aldermen's  Club. 
The  United  Pickle  Bottle  Makers' 
Wives  are  staging  a  basket  picnic  for 
us  at  the  island.  A  group  of  us  have 
promised  to  attend  a  tea  which  is 
being  given  by  Excelsior  Boys  and  the 
Wholesale  Asphalt  Dealers  have  made 
plans  for  an  afternoon  of  motoring 
with  dinner  at  a  roadhouse  later.  I 
shall  have  to  send  my  regrets  to  some 


of  them  at  once. 

Wednesday — I  tried  to  take  a 
friend  of  mine.  Snub  Smith  to  the  ball 
game.  The  officials  found  out  he  had 
a  job  in  an  office  at  $2.50  a  week 
and  kicked  him  out.  I  can  tell  you  I 
snubbed  some  of  the  officials  properly 
for  it  when  I  met  them  on  the  street 
this  morning  while  on  the  way  to  see 
Mrs.  Cardbord-Bocks. 

Friday — I  nearly  changed  my  man- 
ner of  life  completely.  I  decided  early 
yesterday  to  look  for  a  job  and  spent 
all  day  in  the  effort.  The  employers 
were  most  insulting  and  asked  all  kinds 
of  distinctly  personal  questions.  They 
were  deucedly  patronizing  at  times  and 
to  one  who  has  always  moved  amongst 
our  best  underprivileged  class  and 
been  invited  to  the  very  best  places, 
this  is  not  to  be  borne. 

Saturday — I  am  worn  out  with  the 
number  of  functions  I  am  forced  to 
attend.  Picnics,  bazaars,  matinees, 
festivals  of  all  kinds.  I  am  going  to 
throw  everything  up  for  a  few  days 
and  drop  down  to  the  Daughters  and 
Sons  of  Former  Bank  President' 
Association  Camp  for  Bo,rs  over  the 
week-end. 


He  (making  conversation  after  a  quarrel):  "I  see  that  apartment  rents  are  going  up 
again." 

She   (frigidly):    "Really?" 

He:  "Yes,  and  coal  is  expected  to  be  high   again  next  winter." 

She:  "Well,  if  you  want  to  break  off  our  engagement,  say  so.  I  hate  beating  about  the 
bush  in  these  cases." 


A  Matter  of  Strategy 


"Yes,  sir,"  exclaimed  the  salesman,  enthusiastically 
banging  his  right  fist  into  his  left  hand,  "it's  buried 
treasure,  buried  treasure." 

"Oh,"  I  said,  mildly  surprised,  "I  thought  it  was  oil." 

He  regarded  me  pityingly. 

"It  is  oil,"  he  enunciated,  "but  what  difference  does 
that   make?" 

"Oh,  none,"  I  hastened  to  assure  him,  "none  what- 
ever. I  merely  misunderstood.  You  were  talking  of 
oil  and  then  of  buried  treasure." 

The  salesman  eyed  me  impressively. 

"In  this  case,"  he  said,  "they  are  all  the  same  thing." 

I  was  silent.  The  idea  of  oil  and  buried  treasure 
being  one  and  the  same  thing  was  certainly  a  novel 
one  and  worthy  of  consideration. 


I  grinned  meaninglessly. 

The  salesman  held  out  a  pen. 

"Sign  along  the  dotted  line,"  he  said,  "and  you  will 
at  once  become  the  owner  of  3,000  shares  of  the  best 
little  money-making  concern  on  the   market  to-day." 

"And,  remember,"  he  continued,  as  I  took  the  pen, 
"that  you  are  getting  these  shares  at  one  third  of  their 
par  value.  The  stock  has  an  immediate  face  value  of 
$2,000.  You  can  see  for  yourself  what  a  fine  thing 
that  is." 

He  smiled  beneficently. 

I  nodded  and  then  hesitated  as  an  idea  struck  me. 

"Wait,"  I  said,  returning  his  pen  and  contract  form. 

"Aren't  you  going  to  buy  the  stock?  "  he  queried, 
chagrin  in  his  voice. 
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"Oh,  yes,"  I  replied,  "Yes,  indeed,  but  I  have  de- 
cided to  pay  cash  for  it." 

"Ah,"  he  breathed,  "Cash.  Well,  that's  perfectly 
satisfactory." 

I  went  out  and  returned  in  a  moment  with  my  little 
black  strong  box. 

"It  was  when  you  spoke  of  the  stock  being  at  orre 
third  its  par  value  that  I  got  the  idea  of  paying  you  cash," 
I  said,  unlocking  the  box.  "Here  are  50,000  marks. 
Their  face  value  is  about  $  1  0,000.  So  you  see  you  are 
getting  them  for  one  tenth  of  their  par  value." 

I  waxed  enthusiastic. 

"The  German  mark,"  I  said,  "is  positively  certain  to 
come  back.  Germany,  with  her  vast  resources,  her  in- 
defatigable energy,  her  untouched  man-power  cannot 
but — " 

But   the  salesman  was  already  reaching  for  his   hat. 

"I'm  sorry,"  he  said,  nervously,  "I  must  go.  Im- 
portant engagement.  No,  I  can't  buy  any  German 
marks  to-day." 


The  door  slammed  behind  him. 
"How  extraordinary,"  I  said. 

G— ^G— G 

Beauty 

She  sits  on  the  back  of  the  observation  car .... 

The  road  runs  close  by  the  water's  edge, 

Where  the  slumbrous  mountains  are  mirrored. 

A  mountain  stream,  white  as  her  neck, 

From  the  sky  descending,  ledge  to  ledge, 

Makes  a  cool  sound. 

The  slopes  of  the  mountains  are  wooded  green, 

Where  the  sunset  casts  purple  shadows. 

At  the  end  of  the  valley 

The  sunlight  flashes  on  a  snow-capped  peak, 

Presiding,  like  a  hoary  deity, 

With  a  bit  of  golden  cloud  for  a  halo.  .  .  . 

She  sits  on  the  back  of  the  observation  car, 
Her  head  buried  deep  in  the  pages  of  a  magazine. 
The  title  of  which  is  "Beauty." 


Jfeasm*    ]*«&*£ 


"Oh,  Jack,  I  could  sit  here  for  ever!" 

"So  could  I,  darling." 

"But — let's  go  back  to  the  hotel  and  have  lunch  first." 
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"I  hear  Susie  has  broken  with  George." 

"Yes,  she  suggested  that  they  take  a  walk  down  by  the  Zoo  one  evening  and  he  said, 
'What  do  I  want  with  a  baby  elephant  when  I  have  you'." 


5H0» 
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The  Frontage  Entente 


Algernon   loved  neckties. 

He  loved  them  as  strong  men  love 
pink  air-juice.  What  greater  love — 
and  so  not. 

He  lived  all  alone  in  a  third  floor 
mouse  barn  with  a  suit  case  and  hun- 
dreds of  neck  nooses.  He  had  throat 
bouquets  of  all  kinds,  including  the 
kind  that  tie  themselves.  He  had  them 
all  colors,  from  cherry  ripe  to  Paris 
green.  But  what  he  chiefly  liked  was 
the  table  d'hote  freckled  ones. 

In  short  Algie,  when  dressed  for  the 
social  swim,  was  some  trout. 

Can  a  fish  slide  down  a  rope?  Well, 
Algie  could.  His  salary  was  $15  a 
week  and  he  spent  it  all  on  neck  ties. 
Consequently  when  Mrs.  Murphy  called 
him  for  margin  he  couldn't  cough.  So 
he  wove  the  hemp  into  a  life  line, 
kissed  the  mice  good  bye  and  slid 
away. 

Those  ties  were  board  as  well  as 
lodging.  When  he  felt  peckish  he 
put  on  his  loudest  sunset,  went  to  a 
marble  top  and  waited. 

Sooner  or  later  one  of  the  ham  ands 
would  slap  down  a  bowl  of  milk  think- 
ing him  a  Persian  cat. 

He  was  all  of  that.  He  never  swore 
or  spit.  When  he  was  really  annoyed 
he  sometimes  miaoued. 

So  it  wasn't  any  wonder  George 
didn't  like  him.  George  loved — .  But 
what's  the  use  of  lying?  George  wasn't 
that  kind  of  a  jazz  hound.  He  was 
fluff-immune,  talcum  proof.  He  had 
one  tie  and  he  worked  it  over  time  as 
a  shoe  rag  and  gymnasium  belt. 

Once  he  cut  it  in  two  for  a  shoe 
string. 

It  fitted. 

Compared  to  George,  leather  was 
whipped  cream.  He  was  tough.  Pass- 
ing stores  at  night  he  used  to  push  in 
the  plate  glass  to  manicure  his  knuckles. 

You're  right,  judge.  George  had 
muscles,  acres  of  them,  back  and  front. 


By  R.  C.  Reade 

But  they  didn't  register  with  the  fe- 
male optic.  That  was  the  fault  of 
the  tailors.  They  won't  give  a  he-man 
publicity. 

You  could  Fahrenheit  the  bath  tub 
till  the  porcelain  sizzled,  but  Algie  only 
found  it  algied. 

George,  even  in  zero  time,  used  to 
buy  blocks  of  ice,  lay  them  on  the 
kitchen  roof  and  roll  on  them.  Stripped. 

He  thought  snow  banks  effeminate. 
And  how  he  did  hate  the  smell  of 
barber  shops! 

That  was  how  he  first  met  Algie. 
He  smelled  him. 

It  was  on  the  bay  boat  coming  from 
the  ball  game.  George  got  one  snuff 
of  the  bay  rum  and  then  a  squint  of 
the  trout  tie.  Fortunately  the  length 
of  the  boat  was  between  them  and  the 
boat  was  in  the  dock.  Otherwise 
George  would  have  been. 

There's  none  of  them  so  tough  they 
can't  hang  them. 

George  couldn't  dance  for  wall 
flowers,  but  he  used  to  hang  around 
the  Trilby  joints.  Whenever  he  pawed 
the  tanbark,  they  hung  out  the  sign 
"No  Clydesdales  Wanted,"  but  he 
was  blind.  He  thought  cavemen  held 
an  extra  ace. 

George  couldn't  have  razzled  a 
Pavlowa  if  he  had  owned  the  hotel. 
But  as  soon  as  Algie  slithered  on  to 
the  slippery  oak,  the  girls  fought  for 
him   with   manicure   files. 

Why  do  they  prefer  shrimps  to 
muscles? 

No  one  can  see  it.  Neither  could 
George.  He  made  a  spring,  but  one 
of  the  basketball  ballerinas  caught  him 
on  the  fly  and  heaved  him  to  the  plate. 
And  thence  kerflop  six  floors  to  the 
street.  They  had  to  get  a  diver  to 
fish  him  from  the  sewer. 

He  never  saw  Algie  again  till  he 
came  on  him  with  his  nose  glued  to  a 
delicatessen     window.        George     was 


tough  but  he  had  a  weakness.  Algie 
was  sponge  cake  but  he  had  the  same 
weakness.  It  was  for  speckled  cheese, 
rainbow  fromage,  the  kind  they  sell 
with  a  two  ounce  minimum  for  $3  a 
pound.  It  reminded  him  of  his  favorite 
tie.  It  reminded  George  of  ripe  beef- 
steak. 

He  got  $25  a  week.  He  had  just 
spent  $24.65  for  ice.  Algie  got  $15 
a  week.  He  had  just  had  a  bargain  in 
ties.      He  had  three  cents  left. 

George  looked  at  Algie  and  saw 
red.  Then  he  looked  at  the  cheese 
and  saw  all  the  colors  of  the  spectrum. 

His  stomach  triumphed.  "Say  kid," 
said  he  huskily,  "will  you  split  fifty 
fifty  on  a  pill?" 

Algie  was  too  frightened  to  say  any- 
thing.     He   held   out   the   three   cents. 

Between  them  they  made  one  bite. 
And  now,  united  in  a  fromage  entente, 
they  live  together.  And  they  don't 
move  to  save  rent.  Mrs.  Murphy  gives 
credit  to  cave  men. 

Hush !  There  is  more  to  come. 
George  borrows  Algie's  ties. 

Think  of  that. 

Vive   le    fromage. 

G— G— G 

The  Dumbell   Poet 

O  Muse,  descend, 
Be  not  too  shy. 
Prithee   befriend 
This  songless  guy! 

Sweet  lyrics  spill, 
Or  gay  or   solemn, 
And  help  me  fill 
A  half  a  column. 

Should  you  prefer 
Afar   to   stay, 
I've  got  three  ver- 
|Ses  anyway. 


Booklovers,  whether  regular  subscribers  or  casual  readers,  are  cordially  invited  to  avail  themselves  of  the  services  of 
our  recently  inaugurated  Book  Department.  We  heartily  invite,  you  to  write  us  if  you  desire  information  regarding 
the  best  of  current  fiction  or  of  any  particular  book,  whether  or  not  reviewed  in  these  pages.  As  a  further  service 
this  department  is  glad  to  purchase  any  book  for  you  with  out.  charge. —  Address  communications  to  GOBLIN,  Book 
Department,  153  University  Ave.,  Toronto. 


Have   You    Turned 
'Round  the  Corner? 

and  found  a  little  shop  where  you  can  borrow  the 
latest  English  and  French  novels,  biographies  and 
plays,  for  a  few  cents  a  day? 

The  Little  Shop  'Round  the  Corner 

1184  Bay  Street,  South  of  Bloor 


Excellent  Summer  Reading 
for  Men 

The  Isle  of 
Retribution 


By  Edison  Marshall 


$2.00 


The  relentless  beauty  of  the  frozen  north 
is  cleverly  interpreted  in  Edison  Marshall's 
"The  Isle  of  Retribution."  For  fine  des- 
criptions of  nature,  an  understanding  of 
the  beauty  as  well  as  the  danger  of  the 
open,  one  cannot  do  better  than  pick  up 
almost  any  one  of  Mr.   Marshall's  books. 

Read  also  "The  Sky  Line  of  Spruce,"  by 

the  same  author.  A  story  of  the  wilds  of 
British  Columbia.     $2.00. 


Long 


mans,  Green  &  Co. 

210  Victoria  Street,  Toronto 


THE  GOOSE  STEP.  A  study  of  American  Education. 
By  Upton  Sinclair.     Published  by  the  author. 

We  have  all  met  that  intriguing  person,  usually,  by  the  way, 
a  newspaperman  who  has  the  "inside  story,"  the  more  or  less 
lurid  details  behind  such  and  such  an  institution  or  occurrence. 
The  inside  story  is  always  startling  and  therefore,  though  a  de- 
lightful tidbit,  often  hard  to  swallow. 

Upton  Sinclair,  in  "The  Goose  Step"  tells  us  what  he  sees 
going  on  behind  the  American  educational  institutions.  It 
appears  that  the  colleges  are  managed  by  the  plutocrats  for  their 
own  emolument.  It  appears  that  education  has  become  deliber- 
ately stereotyped  so  that  the  mental  attitude  of  the  college 
will  be  favorable  to  the  capitalistic  class.  Mr.  Sinclair  goes  into 
detail.  He  exposes  each  college  separately  and  then  takes  all 
together.  We  are  not  well  enough  informed  to  dispute  the 
accuracy  of  his  information — indeed  we  do  not  feel  inclined  to 
do  so — -but  many  of  his  conclusions  in  regard  especially  to  the 
atmosphere  of  university  life  seem  overdrawn.  It  is  more  easy 
to  believe  that  Upton  Sinclair  has  in  his  zeal  been  inclined  to 
take  small  exceptional  instances  as  indicative  of  a  general  trend. 
It  is,  however,  easier  to  believe  that  professors  must  use  dis- 
cretion in  regard  to  their  opinions  on  the  subject  of  economics, 
etc.,  in  universities  whose  owners  are  Wall  Street  magnates.  The 
same  may  be  expected  to  apply  to  the  students. 

Startling  as  these  revelations  are,  the  remedy  proposed  is 
no  less  so  Mr.  Sinclair  proposes  that  a  professors'  union  be 
formed  on  the  same  basis  as  a  labor  union  and  that,  failing  to 
obtain  satisfaction  in  an  appeal  for  freedom  of  thought  and 
expression,  a  general  professional  strike  would  be  indicated. 

THE  WOLFER.  By  Frederick  Niven,  Toronto:  Mc- 
Clelland and  Stewart,  Publishers.       $2.00. 

A  beautiful  and  inspired  prologue,  which  alone  differentiates 
the  book  from  the  usual  Deadwood  Dick  stuff,  may  be  a  suf- 
ficient inducement  for  the  casual  book-buyer.      Maybe. 

G— G— G 

Gallant  Stude — -"I  would  be  very  pleased  if  you  would  go 

to  the  theatre  to-night." 

Miss  Stout — "Have  you  secured  the  seats?" 

Gallant  Stude — "Oh,  come  now,   you  are  not  so  heavy  as 

all  that." 
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THE  CHOCOLATES  THAT  ARE  DIFFERENT 
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Sugar-Cri 

CORN  FUUT 

Deliciously  Sweet  and 


(IaKC   B^a^fast  a  Qe/hjme    Pleasure- 


The  Horrors  of  Heathenism 

Marriage   is   being   made   compulsory    in   Turkey, 
however,  are  still  optional. 

G— G— G 


Harems, 
— Punch. 


"I'm  full  up,"  she  replied  as  he  asked  her  for  a  dance.  "So 
am  I,"  he  hiccoughed,  "but  we'll  struggle  through  it  somehow." 

— Whirlwind. 
''  '     !  G— G— G 

A  Ruined  Profession 

It  would  be  interesting  to  know  what  the  makers  of  counter- 
feit money  do  for  a  living  in  Germany  nowadays. 

— Punch. 
G— G— G 

Broke — "I   say,  old  man,  lend  me  a   five  spot,  will  you?" 
Broker — "Sorry,   old  dear,  but  I'm  not  thinking  of  making 
any  permanent  investments  just  now." 

— Tiger. 
G— G— G 

And  in  England 

President  Harding  estimates  that  it  will  take  twenty  years 
for  Americans  to  get  used  to  Prohibition.  It  looks  as  if  they 
weren't  trying. 

—Punch. 


Hey,  Mr.  News  Editor,  Turkey  speaking, 
maybe  we're  still  the  sick  man  of  Europe,  but  we 
aren't  dead  yet.  How  about  a  little  front  page 
space? 


Goblin 
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WHEN  A  FELLER  NEEDJ  AN  'EXIDE 


These  Mortals 

"I  am  a  good  judge  of  human  nature,"  remarked  a  man  as 
he  employed  a  stranger.  That  night  the  stranger  robbed  his 
safe. 

"Thank  heaven,  I  still  have  a  sense  of  humor,"  said  a  woman 
to  some  of  her  friends.  Shortly  afterward  she  went  through 
the  "Daily  Dozen"  with  a  straight  face. 

"I  have  improved  this  town  and  saved  ten  thousand  souls," 
cried  an  evangelist  as  he  left  a  city  after  holding  revival  services. 
Next  month  the  citizens  enlarged  the  jail. 

"I  believe  in  enforcing  the  Prohibition  Law  as  it  stands!" 
bellowed  a  Congressman.  As  he  sat  down  a  faint,  glassy 
clink  was  heard  in  his  pocket. 

"Now  for  a  good  evening's  work,"  said  a  student,  as  he  ar- 
ranged his  books  and  papers.  Half  an  hour  later  he  went  to 
the  movies. 

— Tiger. 
G—G— G 

Beaut.  9-r.  bung,  style  home,  2-car.,  h.  w.  h.,  Pitts  instant, 
heater,  all  mod.  impts.,  flowers,  trees,  shrubs;  lot  50x157; 
just  off  16th;  block  from  cars;  must  be  seen  to  be  appreciated. 
1433  Longfellow  st.,  Col.    1  155. 

— Washington  Star. 
Be  it  ever  so  abbreviated,  there's  n.  pi.  like  h. 

—F.  P.  A.  in  N.  Y.  World. 


Variety 

A  lady  vocalist  was  recently  presented  with  a  live  dog,  in- 
stead of  a  bouquet.  A  live  one  in  these  circumstances  is  of 
course,  a  novelty. 

— Punch. 


Act  1— Bull 
Act  2— Bull 
Act  3— Bull 


G— G— G 

Three  Act  Tragedy 

and  two  toreadors, 
and  one  toreador. 


— Whirlwind. 


For  Alimony , or anq  oilier 
p.urpose,alujai]5  send  payment 
by  Dominion.  IxpressMoneq Order1 
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For  a  fresh  fragrant 
cigarette  ~ 

there  is  nothing 
to  touclTRoJlind 
your  own --.with 

ORINQCO 

-Its  easy 

45 

Cigarettes        ^ 

->  I*6 

n  ffre  over*  tff '<? 
Icent  package  of 


LIM 


§     Dancing    and    Dinner  g 
m   Comfort 

H        Harold   Rich's    splendid   orchestra    is   in  ^ 

S        attendance    from    nine    to    twelve    upon  |§ 

=        Tuesday    Thursday    and    Saturday   even-  ^ 

=        ings,    at  = 

SUNNYSIDE 
PAVILION 

King   Street   Cars   to   the  Door. 

H        The    finest    floor    in    Canada.      Refresh-  ^ 

=        ments     a     la     carte ;     cover     charge     is  |= 

=        seventy-five     cents     per     person.       Just  Hi 
=       "the    place    for   a    pleasant   evening. 

=        Attractive    arrangements    can    be    made  ^ 

=        with   clubs,   societies,   etc.,  for   luncheon  = 

=         and    dinner   gatherings.  M 

W       For  reservations  phone  Park   2162.  H 


He  Won  Two 

He — If  one  is  sitting  beside  a  pretty 
girl  (as  I  am),  and  one  cares  deeply 
for  her  (as  I  do),  and  one  is  very,  very 
good  (as  I  try  to  be),  might  one  ask 
for  a  kiss? 

She — Oh,  but  one  never  does! 
He — Well,  I  won't  object  to  two! 
— Octopus. 
G— G— G 
Most    old    maids    are    women    who 
laughed  at  men  instead  of  with  them. 
— Purple  Cou). 
G— G— G 
The  Musician — And  now — a  little 

polka. 

The  Tired  One— All  right.  Deal 
the  cards.  — Harvard  Lampoon. 


W&t  Pluebtrb 

699  SPADINA  AVENUE 

(One  Block  South  of  Bloor) 
Trinity  5691         Open  Sundays 

Have  You  Tried   Our 

Mid-day  Sunday 

Dinner  ? 


Meditations  Upon 

Graduation  From  College 

Caspian  Cutter,  C.E., 
Is  wearing  a  blazer,  I  see; 

And  I  can't  understand 

How  the  Guy  has  the  sand 
To  pose  as  a  senior — like  me! 
Caspian  Cutter,  C.E., 
Took  a  course  in  mathematics  with  me; 

And  the  consummate  ass 

Of  an  asinine  class 
Was  easily  Caspian  C. 
What  a  terrible  thing  it  would  be 
If  he  built  a  bridge  or  levee! 

The  very  first  breeze 

Would  collapse  it  with  ease — 
Such  a  dumbell  is  Caspian  C. 
Caspian  Cutter,  C.E., 
Is  going  to  receive  a  degree; 

But  how  he  got  through — 

Knowing  him  as  I  do — 
Is  surely  a  mystery  to  me. 

—  Widow 
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Half  a  Million  People  Read 

fjjfglitii  'md  §  tup iw 

Every  Morning 

THE  sworn  average  circulation  of  The  Mail  and  Empire  for 
May  is  105,740,  the  largest  of  any  morning  paper  in  Canada. 
It  is  a  moderate  estimate  to  say  that  each  copy  of  a  newspaper  is 
seen  and  read  by  at  least  five  individuals.  Therefore,  The  Mail 
and  Empire  has  more  than  500,000  daily  readers. 

What  accounts  for  the  leadership? 

Obviously  a  majority  of  the  people  who  read  Canadian 
morning  newspapers  find  in  The  Mail  and  Empire  the  kind  of  a 
newspaper  they  want.  They  like  it  because  it  is  a  good  news- 
paper, clean,  aggressive  and  readable. 

The  Mail  and  Empire  does  not  believe  that  all  the  news  that 
is  fit  to  print  is  worth  printing.  It  does  not  compete  with 
volume,  but  excels  in  value. 

A  Mail  and  Empire  reader  is  more  quickly,  more  completely 
informed  of  what  has  happened  in  the  world  in  the  last  twenty- 
four  hours  than  is  the  reader  of  any  other  Canadian  newspaper. 
What  every  man  and  woman  wants  to  know,  The  Mail  and 
Empire  tells,  and  in  the  fewest  possible  words. 

The  Mail  and  Empire  does  not  confuse  virtue  with  dullness. 
It  has  common  sense  and  a  sense  of  humor.  Therefore,  it  is 
lively  and  entertaining.  It  is  a  sad  day  when  there  are  not 
several  laughs  in  The  Mail  and  Empire. 

The  Mail  and  Empire  is  clean.  It  does  not  pander  to  vice  or 
crime.  It  is  earnest  in  its  effort  to  be  accurate  in  stating  the 
facts  of  the  news. 

If  you  are  not  a  subscriber  to  The  Mail  and  Empire,  you  are 
missing  something  at  your  breakfast  table.  The  carrier  will 
deliver  the  paper  at  your  house  for  $6  per  year,  or  if  you  reside 
outside  the  city  it  will  be  sent  by  mail  for  $5. 
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Hundreds  of  Pens 


In  all  this  wide  world,  there  is  not  another  hand 
just  like  yours. 

Your  hand  is  your  own — as  individual  and  dis- 
tinctive in  its  character  as  in  its  finger-prints 
and  the  traceries  of  its  palm. 

And  yet — there  is  made  a 


(Ideal) 
Fout^SitPen 


to  suit  you — a  pen  which  you  will  know  to  be 
yours  the  moment  you  put  it  to  paper — a  pen 
that  is  your  own  particular  weight,  your  own 
peculiar  balance,  and  a  point  that  suits  your 
own  particular  style  of  writing — a  pen  that  will 
grow  on  you  so  speedily  that  you  will  become 
unconscious  of  its  presence  in  your  fingers — a 
triumph  of  writing  comfort  and  efficiency. 

YOUR  pen  awaits  you  at  the  nearest  Waterman  dealer. 
$2,50,    $4,    $5    and  up 

L.  E.  Waterman  Company,  Limited 


1 79  St.  James  Street,  Montreal 


New  York 
San  Francisco 


Boston 
London 


Chicago 
Paris 


Medium  Round    Accountant      Oblique  Stub      Turn-Up 
Point  Point  Point 


Ed — I  guess  you've  been  out  with 
worse  looking  fellows  than  I  am, 
haven't  you? 

(No  answer.) 

Ed — I  say,  I  guess  you've  been 
out  with  worse  looking  fellows  than 
I,  haven't  you? 

Co-ed — I  heard  you  the  first  time. 
I  was  trying  to  think. 

— Lemon  Punch. 


Beautiful   Thought  for   Wednesday 
It  must  be  tough  for  cannibals  and 
heathens  who  have  nothing  to  do  but 
wait  until  they  are  discovered. 

— Sun  Dial. 
G— G— G 
In  the  Spring 
She — What  can  they  do  for  a  man 
when  he  goes  to  seed? 

He — Plant  him.  — Widow. 


Canada's 

Stormproof 

Bonds 


Bonds  of  the  Dominion  Govern- 
ment are  Canada's  premier 
security.  These  should  form 
the  soiid  foundation  of  every 
Canadian    investor's      holdings. 

For  the  institution,  the  business 
enterprise,  the  trustee,  the  pri- 
vate investor,  whether  large  or 
small,  there  are  no  better  secur- 
ities upon  which  to  build  and  on 
which  to  depend  in  times  of 
emergency  or  financial  storms. 
Be  sure  your  investment  lists 
contain  a  good  proportion  of 
Canada's  Stormproof  Bonds  — 
always  readily  marketable,  al- 
ways dependable. 

There  is  a  large  range  to  select 
from. 

Full  Particulars  on  Request. 

A.    E.   AMES   &  CO. 


Dependable 
Investments 


Established 
1889 


Union  Bank  Bldg.       •        •        Toronto 
Transportation  Bldg.  -      Montreal 

74  Broadway         ...    New  York 
Belmont  House    -        -    Victoria,  B.C. 
Harris  Trust  Bldg.       -        -       Chicago 
Members    Toronto    and    Montreal    Stock 
Exchanges. 


"I  see  by  your  catalogue  that  you 
have  just  received  two  thousand  pairs 
of  ladies'  court  shoes  from  Vienna." 

"Yes,  madam." 

"I  wish  to  try  them  on!" 

— London  Gaiety. 


Tea  Room 
Main  2473 


Cafeteria 
Ad.  2227 


BINGHAM'S 

—LIMITED— 

Store:-  146  Yonge  St. 
Cafeteria:-  84  Yonge  St. 

Noon  Luncheon 
11.30—2  p.  m. 

Afternoon  Teas 
2.30—5  p.  m. 

Evening  Dinner 
5.00—7.30  p.  m. 

Makers  of 

"Polly-Anna  Chocolates" 

"The  Glad  Candies" 
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"Oh,  Jim!     Look  at  the  pretty  kitty!" 


Her — Who  tied  your  tie? 

Him— Why? 

Her — Looks  like  a  foreign  hand. 

— Froth. 


The 

Wedgewood 
Tea  Rooms 

(Established  1905) 

Home  Cooking  such  as  Mother's 
at  her  best. 

Daintily  served  meals  of  the 
highest  quality  in  ideal  surround- 
ings. 

An  invitation  to  dine  at  the 
Wedgewood  Tea  Rooms  is  a 
distinct   compliment. 

Our  meals  are  a  treat  for  the 
jaded  palate  of  the  epicure. 

Trinity  2634 

695  Spadina  Avenue 


Old  Stuff  in  Verse 

I  read  the  want-ads  carefully  o'er, 
I  read  them  slowly  thru — 
Selling  bonds  and  underwear, 
Selling  books  and  glue. 
I  see  vain  cries  for  bricklayers, 
Book-keepers  and  draughtsmen, 
Policemen,  icemen,  floorwalkers, 
And  wood  and  metal  craftsmen. 
I  search  in  vain  for  the  perfect  ad 
From  any  of  this  world's  marts ; 
It  seems  that  no  one  really  wants 
A  graduate  from  Arts. 

— Widow. 

G— G— G 

"Well  anyway,"  said  the  Optimist 

just  before  drowning,  "this  will   teach 

me  a  lesson."  — Lampoon. 


ATTENTION 
"RADIO"  MEN 

If  you  'can  demonstrate  and  install  one 
Radio  Set  a  week  get  in  touch  with  us  for 
full  particulars.  Kindly  state  locality  and  ex- 
perience you  have  had  with  radio  in  replying. 

DAVID  A.  McCOWAN 

Manufacturer 
83-85  Main  St.  Toronto 


'THE  READERS  and 
SMOKERS  SHOP" 


Harry  Roher's  Popular  News  and 
Cigar  Store  at  7  Bloor  St.  West,  just 
off  Yonge  St.,  carries  one  of  the 
most  extensive  selections  of  Cana- 
dian and  Foreign  Magazines  in  the 
Dominion,  together  with  the  finest 
Imported  and  Domestic  Cigars,  Cigar- 
ettes and  Tobaccos,  all  the  best  Pipes 
and  a  full  line  of  Smokers'  Sundries. 

7  Bloor  St. 
West 


Harry  Roher    rJX^ 
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Right  in  Civilized  Canada 

Men  are  still  "broken  on  the  wheel."  If  they  suffer 
this  ancient  form  of  torture  through  buying  cheap- 
and-nasty  tires  they  deserve  it.     Users  of 

"GUTTA  PERCHA" 

CORD  TIRES 

Never  go  "broke"  on  the  wheel  or  tire  question.  They 
find  the  lasting  wear  and  amazing  mileage  of  "Gutta 
Percha"  Cord  Tires  a  real  economy. 

GUTTA  PERCHA  &  RUBBER,  LIMITED 

Head  Offices  and  Factories,  Toronto  Branches  from  Coast  to  Coast 


Phyllis — "I  love  a  backward  spring!" 
Thyrsis — "Shall  I  do  one  for  you?" 


-Cornell  Widow. 


AT  HOME  ^MQ 

AS  GOOD  as  ANY  BREWERY  EVER  HADE" 
By  Purchasing 


Makes  so  Pint  Bottles 


Small    S|jE 
Makes  25  Pint  Bottles 

$1.00 


2  Preserving  (2  Regd. 

-QUEBEC- 

or  sent  direct,  Postage  Prepaid  by 

Toronto  Agents:    E.  B.  NETTELFIELD  &  CO. 

35  Colborne  St.,  TORONTO 


Page  Caesar 

An   Irishman  and  his  wife  were  at  the  theatre  for  the  first 
time. 

The  wife   noticed     the    word     "Asbestos"     printed    on    the 
curtain. 

"Faith,  Pat,  and  what  does  Asbestos  on  the  curtain  mean?" 
"Be  still,   Mag,  don't  show  your  ignorance.      That  is  Latin 
for  "Welcome." 

— Beanpot. 
G— G— G 
Fox  Paw  No.  to  the  Nth  Power 
Hern — "Isn't  this  a  stupid  party?" 
Her— "Yes." 

Hern — "Why  not  let  me  take  you  home?" 
Her — "Sorry.      I  live  here." 

— Jester. 
G— G— G 
Our  Own  Little  Joke 
Gazing  at  one's  self  in  the  mirror  is  by  no  means  an  indica- 
tion of  vanity.      In  many  cases,  it  is  humor. 

— Beanpot. 
G— G— G 
Precaution 
Don't  hit  a  man  when  he's  down,  unless  you  can  keep  him 
down. 

— Jester. 


WBfyitbomt  3mt 

169  COLLEGE  STREET  (Two  Doors  West  of  McCaul) 

Phone:  College  9354 

The   handiest  rendezvous  in  Toronto;   just 
across  the  street  from  the  University,  and 
half  way  between  the  residential  and  shop- 
ping districts  of  the  city. 

LUNCHEON    12.00  to  2.00,  —  35  &  50c. 
TEA  3.00  to  5.00,  —  a   la   carte 

DINNER  5.30  to  7.00,  —  40  &  65c. 
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Packard  Single-Eight  Sedan 

Behind  the  wheel  of  the  Packard  Single-Eight 
— successor  to  the  Twin-Six — you  discover 
almost  at  once  that  new  engineering  princi- 
ples have  provided  a  degree  of  accelera- 
tion and  deceleration,  an  effortless  flow  of 
power  and  an  ease  of  control,  never  before 
realized  in  any  car. 

It  is  probable  that  the  most  remarkable 
feature  of  this  Packard  achievement  is  the 
combination  of  these  extreme  qualities  with 
economy  of  maintenance  only  equalled  by  the 
Single-Six — companion  car  of  the  Single-Eight. 

We  invite  you  to  a  demonstration  ride. 

Single-Eight  Touring  Car,  $5710  in  Canada 
Single-Six   Touring   Car,  $3935   in  Canada 

All  Tcxes  Paid 

Packard-Ontario  Motor  Company,  Ltd. 


TORONTO :     18  Bloor  St.  E. 


HAM  ILTON :     43  Main  St.  E. 


PAC  K  ARD 
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An  Ocean  Voyage 
in  Calm  Waters 

From  Vancouver  to  Alaska,  ex- 
tends the  Inside  Passage  recognized 
as  the  most  beautiful  water  trip  in 
America — a  sea  voyage  of  over  600 
miles,  in  smooth  waters  protected  by 
coast  islands,  affording  wondrous 
seascapes  and  mountain  views  of  the 
snow-capped  coast  range.  Canadian 
National  Ocean  Steamships  are  the 
fastest  and  largest  in  North  Pacific 
waters —all  outside  staterooms.  This 
is  the  water  trip  of  the  Triangle 
Tour.  The  two  land  sides  of  the 
Triangle  Tour  from  Prince  Rupert  to 
Jasper  National  Park  and  from 
Vancouver  to  Jasper  National  Park 
lie  through  a  part  of  the  Dominion 
of  Canada  that  cannot  be  surpassed 
for  charm  and  grandeur  of  its 
scenery,  the  multitude  of  its  moun- 
tains, and  the  remarkable  character 
of  its  many  rivers  and  their  canyons. 


Enquire  of  nearest  Canadian  National 
Passenger  Representative  for  descrip- 
tive booklet,  "Scenic  Seas  of  the  North 
Pacific  Coast/*  and  full  information  as 
to  low  Tourist  fares,  stop-over  privileges 
and  alternative  routes. 


Canada  Welcomes  United  States 
Tourists— No  Passports  Required 

The  Canadian  National  Route  through  the 
Rockies  ekirts  Canada's  highest  peaks,  at 
theeasiest  gradient  and  lowest  altitude  Ot 
any  transcontinental  route. 


Canadian  National  Railwaus 


Intelligence   in  Ireland 
Free  State  Patrol-Have  ye  yer  per- 
mit on  ye  for  dhriven'  the  cyar? 

Motorist — -I     have     that.     Are     ye 
wantin'  to  see  ut? 

Free  State  Patrol — What  for  would 

I  be  wantin'  to  see  ut  if  ye  have  ut? 

It's  if  ye  had  it  not  that  I'd  want  a 

look  at  ut.  — Punch. 

G— G— G 

She — Are    you    familiar    with    the 
score  of  this  opera? 

He — No!  But  never  mind  the  score 
— just  so  it  doesn't  go  extra  innings! 

— Life- 


At  Hart  House  Tuck  and   tripst  good  shops 


For  once  the  lady  driver  was  in  the 
right.  The  traffic  cop  had  made  a 
mistake  when  he  stopped  her. 

"Well,"  she  raged,  "what's  the 
matter  with  me?  What  do  you  mean 
by  stopping  me?" 

"Beg  pardon,"  said  the  officer,  who 
should  have  been  a  politician,  "but 
I  thought  perhaps  you  were  too  young 
to  drive  a  car." 

And  confidence  in  the  force  was 
restored. 


"I  feel  sorry  for  you,  you're  just 
like  a  mandolin." 

"How's  that?" 

"Someone  always  seems  to  be  pick- 
ing on  you."  — Lampoon. 

G— G— G 

Cop — You're  pinched  for  speeding. 

Copped  —  What's  the  big  idea? 
Doesn't  that  sign  say  "Fine  for  speed- 
ing"? — Sun  Dial. 


^3S> 


Del^tfiilly  Fra^ant 


TheflavoroP'SALADA" 
Tea  tells  a  story  of  care- 
fully guarded  purity, 
strength  and  fragrance, 
and  explains  the  great 
popularity  of  this 
famous      beverage. — 


"THE  MOST  DELICIOUS  TEA  GROWN." 


!l 


SM.ADA" 
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Package  of  1 0  now     [  O 

35* 


2  Packages 


pure  JAEGER  wool 

FOR   ALL  OCCASIONS 
For  Men,  Women  and  Children 


SWEATERS 

BATHING  SUITS 

GOLF  HOSE 

HOSIERY 

OVERCOATS 

GLOVES 

CAPS 

DRESSING  GOWNS 

WAISTCOATS 

UNDERWEAR 

SCARVES 

SLIPPERS 

Blankets,  Travelling  or  Motor  Rugs,  Sleeping 
Bags  and  numerous  novelties  of  finest  pure 
wool. 

Catalogue  mailed  free  upon  application. 


"The  Jaeger  Shops 

Retail  Selling  Agents 

MILTON'S  LIMITED 


>y 


84  Yonge  St. 
At  King 


707  Yonge  St. 
At  Bloor 


W 


Anthology   of   the   Rear   Platform   of  an 
Observation  Car 

{Continued  from  page  15.) 

The  Man  with  the  Rope  Cigars:  He  is  generous 
with  them. 

The  General  Pest:  This  egg  gets  a  speck  of  soot 
in  his  eye  every  ten  minutes  trying  to  take  snap  shots  of 
the  engine  on  the  curves.  At  regular  intervals  he  up- 
sets everyone  getting  out  to  get  a  drink.  On  returning 
he  argues  with  the  man  who  has  taken  his  seat  during  his 
absence.  He  relates  stories  of  horrible  railroad  acci- 
dents. He  climbs  out  to  buy  a  chocolate  bar  at  every 
station.  He  does  everything  but  chew  garlic.  He  leans 
dangerously  far  over  the  railing.  Half  the  passengers 
are  afraid  he  will  fall  over, — and  the  other  half  are 
afraid  he  won't. 

Yourself:      The  perfect  passenger. 

G— G— G 

Even  Money 

He — I'll  bet  you  a  kiss  that  I  can  kiss  you. 
She — I'll  bet  a  kiss  you  can't. 

Both — I  lose.  — Frivol. 

G— G— G 

Outrageous 

The  old  maid  stamped  her  foot,  and  turning  her  back, 
walked  out  of  the  book  shop.  "Why  should  I,"  she  hissed, 
"Why  should   I   pay   two  dollars   for   a  book  of   free  verse?" 

— Twins. 
G—G— G 

Professor  Einstein's  new  Theory  cannot,  he  says,  be  ex- 
plained in  words.  In  this  respect  it  is  a  great  improvement  on 
the  old  one. 

— Punch. 
G— G— G 

Perhaps  Macadam  did  not  invent  the  automobile;  but  he 
helped  to  pave  the  way  for  them. 

— Widow. 
G— G— G 

If  all  gambling  were  abolished  would  or  would  not  you  call 
it  a  change  for  the  better? 

— Widow. 


Say   it   with  Flowers' 

There  is  sentiment  in  Flowers 
that  the  recipient  appreciates. 


Limited 

8  West  Adelaide  St.,  Toronto,  Canada 

PRICES    AS    LOW    AS    THE    LOWEST    AND 
QUALITY   THE  BEST. 
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msome 


Where  Beauty  Smiles 

and  Wit  Delights 


There  Miss  Priscilla  Dean  moves  with  "the  youth 
and  freshness  of  a  Grecian  Queen,"  radiating 
gaiety  and  cheerfulness.  How  she  preserves  her 
complexion's  radiant  charm  through  her  long  and 
strenuous  days  of  work  is  here  disclosed  in  her 
own  words: — 

"I  find  'Winsome'  Toilet  Soap   excellent — 

Winsome  in  name  and  Winsome  in  deed. 

It  is  refreshing  to  use  for  Toilet  and  Bath 

after  the  day's  work." 

Sincerely  yours, 

Winsome  is  the  most  delightful  soap  imaginable,  anda  beauti- 
ful skin  will  result  from  the  following  simple  Winsome  treat- 
ment. Make  a  lather  in  warm  water  with  Winsome  Soap, 
and  massage  every  inch  of  the  face  and  neck  gently  and 
thoroughly.  Rinse  carefully  and  dry  with  a  soft  towel.  The 
daily  practice  of  this  Winsome  treatment  will  make  the 
skin  naturally  robust,    and  glowing  with  colour  and  beauty. 


Sold  at  all  good  drug  and  department  stores. 


Miss  Priscilla  Dean 

Universal  Star 

VINOLIA  COMPANY  LIMITED 

Soapmakers  to  H.M.  The  King 
LONDON      PARIS     TORONTO 
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Ha,  Ha,  I   Fooled  You! 

Mater — "I    hope    that    young    man    never    kisses    you    by 
surprise." 

Dater — "No;  he  only  thinks  he  does." 


-Juggle 


G— G— G 


Jr. — "Pop,  what  is  an  ancestor?" 
Sr. — "Why  I'm  one." 

Jr. — "Yes,  I  know,  but  why  do  people  brag  about  them?" 

— Juggler. 


Co-operation 

"Say,   doc,"  said  the  brawny  scrub  woman,    "yer  gettin'   a 
pretty  good  thing  out  o'  tendin'  that  rich  Smith  boy,  ain't  yer?" 
"Well,"   said   the  doctor,   secretly   amused,    "I   get  a  pretty 
good  fee.      Why?" 

"Well  doc,   I   'opes  yer  won't  fergit  that  my  Willie  threw 
the  bricks  that  hit  'im." 

—Ski-U-Mah. 
G— G— G 

"I  am  a  marked  man,"  said  the  clothing  store  dummy. 

— Juggler. 


"Costumers 
to  people  of 
preference" 


jlllc^emta  Costume 
Companp 

Cicatrical  Umpplteg 

Masquerade  and   Carnival 
Costumes  for  Hire 


OfJC  KING  STREET  WEST 
jyj  TORONTO, ONTARIO 


TELEPHONE     \  Q  AQ 
ADELAIDE   -     IOl  / 


THE  DIET  KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 


72  and  80  West  Bloor  St. 


Tel.  N.  4382 


BREAKFAST 
AFTERNOON  TEA 


LUNCHEON 
DINNER 


Sunday  night  supper  will  be  served 
in  Annex  until  9.30 


This  Summer  Enjoy  the  Comfort  of 
The  Forsyth  Polo  Shirt 

T^OR  THOSE  dozens  of  occasions  when  you  appear  in  public  without  coat  and  vest — for 
■*■  golf,  tennis,  the  picnic  or  summer  place  dance — you  will  enjoy  yourself  better  if  you 
wear  a  well-made,  good  fitting,  comfortable  shirt — like  the  Forsyth  Polo  Shirt,  which  has 
a  collar  that  fits  like  a  separate  collar. 


Foisyth  Polo  Shirts  are  made  in  a 
variety  of  fabrics  to  suit  every  taste 
and  purpose.  The  materials  are: 
the  Famous  Forsylk,  Oxfords, 
Repps,  Jerseys  and  Broadcloths, 
in  both  white  and  tan  shades. 
There  is  a  variety  of  styles  of 
collars,  cuffs  and  pockets  as  well. 


Ask  your  Haberdasher  to  show 
you  Forsyth  Polo  Shirts  and 
enjoy  the  well-dressed  feeling 
they  give  to  men  who  wear  them. 


The  Guaranteed 


Polojhirt 

The  Satisfactory   Shirt   for  Outdoor   Wear 


JOHN  FORSYTH,  LIMITED 


KITCHENER,  CANADA 


on  dear  ?  Harold's  coinq  down 

THE  THIRD  TIME    WJTH   MY 

Ghiclets! 


